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ENCHANTMENTS 


MY  LADY  OF  JOY 

ON  the  down's  ridge  flutters  the  grass  in  the 
wind's  caresses, 
The  cool  sweet  wind  of  the  sea,  and  the  sky- 
larks sing 
Far  up   'mid  the  turquoise  pools,   and  the  cloud 

recesses 

Tenderly  white  as  the  wild  white  rose  and  the  breasts 
of  Spring. 

The  sea  laughs  back  to  the  sun,  and  your  face  to 

mine, 

0  joyous,  beautiful  Hour  of  the  rosy  feet ; 
And  my  spirit  is  light  as  a  wind-tost  feather  of  foam. 
We  are  winged  with  the  maming,  and  plumed  with  the 

golden  shine, 

And  our  life  is  a  dancing  flame  in  the  pulse's  beat, 
In  the  trill  of  the  lark  and  whistle  of  winds  that  roam, 
In  the  keen-faced  slender  spring  and  the  festal  earth, 
In  the  flash  of  your  eyes  and  the  shadow,  my  Queen  of 
Mirth. 
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HOME-COMING. 

ONCE  more  off  Woolwich  pause  our  slackening 
paces; 
Round  to  the  drizzling  ropes  the  great  ship 

swings; 

With  noiseless  sweep  before  our  wistful  faces 
The  dock-gates  slowly  furl  their  ponderous  wings. 
We  pause  within  the  lock;  the  gangway  boarded, 
Held  fast  with  hasty  grip, 

Wives',  sisters'  love,  and  loves  long  soiled  and  sordid 
Yields  to  the  ship. 

But  not  as  these  or  those  Louise  comes  over, 
A  rosy  temptress  from  the  paths  of  good, 
With  pouting  lips  athirst  to  kiss  their  lover, 
And  large  eyes  lit  with  affluent  womanhood. 
Such  eyes  and  lips  what  man  has  yet  resisted  ? 
What  virtue  could  withstand 
The  tremulous  touch  so  warm,  so  light,  insisted 
By  her  soft  hand  ? 

Have  you  fared  well  in  this  my  long  sea-sailing  ? 
Kiss  me,  my  sweet,  to  set  our  lips  in  tune, 
So — thus  and  thus — each  opening  octave  scaling 
Of  joys  unsung  since  last  we  kissed  in  June. 
'  Tis  now  September,  and  the  days  are  shorter, 
But,  ah,  the  nights  are  long  I 
And  o'er  long  months  and  miles  of  wild  sea-water 
Returns  our  song. 
6 


ENCHANTMENTS 

Surely  for  us  is  now  no  more  repentance; 

Too  sweet  our  sin  for  Heaven,  alas,  to  shrive. 

Louise,  methinks  long  since  the  doom  and  sentence 

Were  fixed  by  Him  that  slays  the  soul  alive. 

But  though  the  hopeless  gates  shut  fast  behind  us, 

Hand  linked  in  hand  we'll  go; 

And  love  that  lost,  that  love  shall  ever  bind  us] 

Together  so. 

But  now  from  sight  the  end  is  wrapped  and  hidden; 

Unknown  as  yet  the  price  we  have  to  pay. 

As  yet  our  hearts  may  beat  unchecked,  unchidden; 

The  kindly  sun  smiles  on  our  amorous  day. 

The  mild  winds  whisper :  Love  ye  one  another 

While  still  your  lives  are  young, 

While  still  no  need  can  break  nor  care  can  smother 

That  song  ye  sung.  s 

Love's  draught  for  us  is  mingled  in  such  fashion 

As  you,  Louise,  nor  I  shall  taste  of  twice, 

For  the  strong  wine  of  youth's  untempered  passion 

Has  bruised  herbs  of  childhood's  faith  for  spice, 

And  still  the  cup  is  cool  with  crystal  frozen 

Of  broken  innocence 

Lest  the  fierce  savours  burn,  though  subtly  chosen, 

The  unjaded  sense. 

In  the  wet  woods  the  fallen  leaves  lie  wasted, 
Though  their  dead  tints  are  delicately  fair 
With  every  shade  and  tone  of  colour  tasted 
In  curves  and  hollows  of  your  silken  hair. 
Shall  both  be  shed,  be  lost,  be  well  forgotten  ? 
Oh,  pale  brown  shot  with  gold, 
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Oh,  lovely  locks,  the  leaves  lie  dank  and  rotten 
Sun-kissed  of  old! 

Who  shall  redeem  the  spoils  of  bygone  ages, 
Leaves  withered,  tresses  lost  to  light  of  day  ? 
Time  gives  small  heed  to  these  his  yearly  wages; 
With  careless  hand  he  takes  and  casts  away. 
Let  be !  Give  o'er.  How  vain  with  Fate  to  wrestle ! 
To-day  with  bloom  unblurred 
Lingering  on  mine,  your  red  lips  rest  and  nestle 
Like  a  whispered  word. 

Answer  me,  eyes  of  blue.  Look  up  a  little, 
Clear  eyes  so  virginal  and  so  serene; 
Trustful,  though  perilous  our  love  and  brittle, 
Candid,  as  though  our  passion  had  not  been. 
Do  you  foresee  the  end,  and,  seeing,  choose  it, 
Content  for  passion's  sake 
To  hazard  all,  perchance,  alas,  to  lose  it 
On  this  one  stake  ? 

Not  ours  their  gods  whose  feast  in  haste  is  eaten 
With  staff  in  hand  and  loins  girt  up  for  flight. 
Pilgrims  on  earth,  with  bitter  herbs  they  sweeten 
The  dish  wherein  their  hearts  find  no  delight. 
Our  fiery  joys,  their  bane  and  their  derision, 
We  cherish  and  refuse 
For  tepid  peace  or  cold  ascetic  vision 
To  leave  or  lose. 

But  yet  my  doubtful  soul  stands  musing  under 
The  sad,  despoiled,  dishonoured  portico 
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Of  that  fair  fane  whose  walls  were  rent  asunder 
By  the  bleak  storms  of  doubt  long,  long  ago; 
And,  through  the  ruinous  door  intently  peering, 
She  sees  the  crouching  wraith, 
The  hideous  ghost  with  blinded  eyeballs  leering, 
Of  her  dead  faith. 

Grafted  on  shattered  plinth  and  broken  column 
Strange  growths  of  glass  and  gold  my  Muse  has  set, 
Icily  lucent  through  the  shadows  solemn, 
They  spire  and  trail  in  many  a  twining  fret; 
And  with  the  fragile  films  and  ductile  metal 
Her  art  has  striven  thus 
To  weave  of  lambent  leaf  and  polished  petal 
A  crown  for  us. 
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LULLABY 

MY  song  upon  the  sea-wind 
Comes  laden  with  soft  slumber 
To  soothe  you,  to  lull  you, 
To  fondle  you  to  rest; 
To  still  the  thoughts  that  sting  you, 
The  cares  that  vex  and  cumber, 
Spread  drowsy  wings  for  shadow, 
Weave  dreamy  rhymes  for  nest. 

My  music  as  the  sea-mist 
Falls  o'er  you,  all  concealing. 
It  shrouds  you,  it  folds  you 
In  clouds  of  drifting  dreams. 
Cool  on  your  fevered  spirit 
It  drips  the  dews  of  healing, 
A  haze  of  dim  Nepenthe 
From  calm  Lethean  streams. 

Such  brooding  love  as  mine  is, 
What  lullaby  can  show  it, 
Though  soft  as  the  south-wind 
And  wooing  as  the  west  ? 
Ah,  rosier  sleep  the  lover 
Would  give  you  than  the  poet, 
His  lips  upon  your  eyelids, 
Your  cheek  against  his  breast. 
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ESTRANGEMENT 

SU  N-  MELLOW  multitudes  of  wheat 
Flecked  blue  and  scarlet  through  your  gold 
All  billowy  in  the  dawn-wind  cool, 
I  love  you;  but  you  cannot  fill 
My  heart  with  comfort  as  of  old. 

I  love  you,  water-meadows  sweet 
With  flowers,  and  your  willows  polled 
By  pebbly  shallow  and  sedgy  pool; 
But  now  your  Naiad's  voice  is  still. 

The  pear  and  apple  boughs  are  bent, 
Dew-drenched  and  dripping,  with  their  load. 
Beside  the  white  deep-rutted  road 
The  wild-thyme's  clean  uncloying  scent 
Grows  pungent  in  the  sun,  and  dense 
The  sweet-briar's  mild  frankincense. 

In  warmth  and  colour,  scent  and  song 
One  life  in  myriad  form  outflows. 
Thy  heart  and  mine,  O  splendid  rose, 
It  fills  with  kindred  blood;  the  throng 
Of  blithe  cicadas  choirs  with  me 
The  deep-leaved  summer's  litany. 

But  yet,  though  close  I  cling  to  her, 
My  mother  earth,  a  barrier 
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Invisible  between  us  lies. 
Albeit  my  place  beside  her  knees 
Be  found  as  heretofore,  she  sees 
Her  child  no  longer;  but  with  eyes 
Of  sorrow  and  sombre  fortitude 
Looks  to  some  end  that  is  not  good. 
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ATTHIS 

THE  ox-wains,  laden  till  they  groan, 
Creak  homeward  slowly  through  the  dusk. 
Atthis  and  I  are  left  alone 
Deep  in  the  vines.  Her  broidered  zone 
Is  loosened,  and  her  loosened  hair 
Streams  over  all  my  face:  the  air 
Wandering  through  is  soft  with  dew 
And  delicate  and  sweet  with  musk. 

Ah,  soft  and  delicate  and  sweet 
Is  my  fair  girl  from  face  to  feet, 
True  daughter  of  Delight  and  Love. 
Once  for  their  sake  I  loved  her;  now 
Passion  in  some  strange  ecstasy 
Transcends  itself ;  I  cannot  move 
Though  her  large  eyes  bewilderingly 
Gaze  into  mine  and  all  allow. 

Her  breath,  drawn  sighingly,  betrays 
The  fretful  blood.  Her  bosom  throbs 
Against  my  side.  Softly  she  sobs, 
And  hot  tears  stain  the  fervent  face. 
"  My  love,  my  lover! "  murmurs  she 
Close  in  mine  ear.  Then  Love,  that  stood 
Transported  for  a  breathing  space 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  flesh  and  blood, 
Descends  in  flame  on  her  and  me. 
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EAU-FORTE 

BROW  N  and  brimming,  the  river 
Sullenly  slides  through  the  sedge. 
Over  the  crest  of  the  hill 
The  wind  pipes,  bitter  and  shrill. 
In  blackthorn  thicket  and  hedge 
Small  things  rustle  and  shiver. 

Cowers  and  shivers  the  spirit 
In  me;  sad,  sullen,  and  cold, 
Unhappy  and  restless,  I  find 
Distress  in  the  wail  of  the  wind, 
Dismay  in  the  rain-sodden  mould 
—  My  bed  that  shall  be— and  I  fear  it. 

Though  no  home  be  the  world,  but  a  prison 
Where  hunger  is  warder,  and  pain, 
Better  yet  to  endure  in  the  light 
Than  alone  in  abysses  of  night 
To  sink,  and  see  never  again 
Wan  dawn  and  pale  sun  re-arisen. 
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AFTER  TWO  YEARS 

T  A  ND I NG  beside  thy  grave,  0  thou  most  dear, 
Dearer  to  me  than  all  yet  spared  by  death, 
1  bid  thee  hail  with  no  uneven  breath, 

And  gaze  farewell  from  eyes  without  a  tear. 

Hail  thou,  and  fare  thee  well ! 

Farewell  for  ever :  we  shall  meet  no  more, 

Neither  on  earth,  in  heaven,  nor  on  the  shore 

Washed  by  the  streams  of  hell. 

Lost  art  thou,  fled  beyond  the  bounds  of  sight, 
Passed  out  of  hearing,  gone  where  no  man  knoweth 
If  day  be,  or  if  fields  where  no  flower  groweth 
Lie  vast,  unmeasured,  in  the  eternal  night; 
Or  if  indeed  there  be 

On  the  further  side  no  shelf  of  shifting  sand, 
No  ledge  of  rock,  no  loom  of  any  land 
Bounding  death's  shoreless  sea. 

Seared  by  the  suns  of  many  a  tropic  land, 
Spent  like  a  stumbling  wave  that  falls  in  foam, 
The  months  have  flung  me  on  the  shores  of  home 
Here  in  this  grim  necropolis  to  stand, 
This  waste  of  numbered  graves. 
Death  is  demure  and  formal  here,  where  all      r 
The  headstones  stare,  in  lines  symmetrical 
Marshalled,  and  no  grass  waves. 
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The  bare  blank  pathways,  strewn  with  flint  and  shard, 

Stretch  rigid,  straight,  past  each  unlovely  tomb. 

Death,  who  asks  but  so  little,  is  pinched  for  room. 

Surely  the  hearts  of  men  are  cold  and  hard 

To  helpless  things  below. 

O'erhead  the  dun  clouds  crumble  into  sleet; 

The  dingy  earth,  dinted  with  mourners'  feet, 

Is  smeared  with  miry  snow. 

Two  years  it  is  since  we  began  to  love; 

Two  years— their  days  are  numbered  each  and  all. 

Two  things  at  least  are  mine  whate'er  befall, 

—Remembrance  and  the  bitterness  thereof. 

Yet  also  these  shall  pass; 

These  too  be  numbered  with  the  things  that  were, 

Dreams  of  the  dust  and  visions  of  the  air. 

Alas  for  faith,  alas ! 

For  well  I  know  that  in  the  years  to  come 
The  echo  of  all  mourning  fails  at  length. 
Even  the  echo  sheds  her  feeble  strength 
And  all  the  past  is  silent,  stricken  dumb. 
As  from  a  marble  head 
Waters,  soft  falling,  slowly  trace  by  trace 
Each  clear-cut  lineament  and  line  efface, 
The  old  days  devour  their  dead. 

I  too  shall  half  forget  thee,  even  I 
That  said :  Not  life  nor  death  shall  e'er  divide 
My  love  from  thine;  though  fires  of  hell  betide 
Thine  am  I,  soul  and  body,  utterly. 
But  thine  I  am  not  now. 
Thy  hand,  unclasped  from  mine,  I  shall  not  feel 
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As  once,  with  rose-soft  fingers  stroking,  steal 
Across  my  hair  and  brow. 

Poor  girl  with  luminous  blue  eyes  that  gazed 
Wide  open,  wistful  like  a  little  child, 
As  if  in  puzzled  wonder  at  the  wild 
World,  at  the  cruelty  of  things  amazed, 
Surely  the  God  most  high, 
Judge  of  the  universe  Who  doeth  right 
Can  find  no  heart  to  hurt  thee,  no  delight 
Hearing  thy  plaintive  cry. 

Thou  knewest  not  good  from  evil.  There  was  sent 
Through  thee  no  thrill  of  mingled  ice  and  fire, 
No  aureoled  dream,  no  witchery  of  desire 
By  noble  art  or  art  concupiscent. 
Music  to  thee  at  most 
Was  but  a  soothing  medley  of  sweet  sound 
Vaguely  voluptuous  as  with  passion  found, 
And  sad  as  with  love  lost. 

Why  did  he  slay  thee,  this  great  lord  above  ? 
Thou  hadst  so  little,  yet  didst  not  complain. 
Food  and  a  shelter  from  the  wintry  rain 
And  quiet  days  and  nights  wherein  to  love, 
These  were  not  much  to  give ! 
But  now  to  thee  thy  nights  and  days  are  one. 
Why  wast  thou  grudged  thy  share  of  wind  and  sun  ? 
He  might  have  let  thee  live ! 

I  wonder  if  beyond  this  life  there  lies 
An  eloquence  in  beauty,  if  there  be 
Compassion  shown  to  sinners  fair  like  thee, 
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And  mercy  won  by  lovely  tearful  eyes; 
Even  as  of  old  the  fair 
Hetaira  from  reluctant  judges  wrung 
Acquittal  with  no  soft  persuasive  tongue 
But  her  white  bosom  bare. 

Lonely  we  live,  and  to  the  dark  alone 

We  journey,  darling  love,  a  long  goodnight ! 

I  fain  would  kiss  once  more  in  death's  despite 

The  lips  which  death  desired  and  made  his  own ; 

But  I  must  leave  thee  here 

Unhelped,  uncomforted,  for  underground 

Thou  canst  not  know  by  touch  or  sight  or  sound 

If  I  be  far  or  near. 

Though  on  thy  grave  I  lay  no  wreath  of  flowers 
Miscalled  immortal,  scentless,  sapless  blooms, 
Piecemeal  that  moulder  slowly  'mong  the  tombs, 
Bleached  by  the  sun  and  blackened  by  the  showers, 
Yet  one  red  rose  I  bring. 
No  child  of  summer,  this;  there  is  not  seen 
One  leaf-bud  lisping  timidly  in  green 
Upon  the  knees  of  spring. 

This  hot-house  blossom  forced  with  furnace  fire 
I  cast  upon  thy  grave,  where  now  lie  cold 
Desires  and  fears  and  hopes  and  loves  of  old, 
To  perish  in  the  slush  and  frozen  mire. 
What  shall  be  who  can  tell  ? 
I  know  but  this :  whate'er  may  lie  before, 
Thee,  dear  one,  thee  shall  I  behold  no  more. 
Hail  thou,  and  fare  thee  well. 
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PROLOGUE  WRITTEN  FOR  THE  COM- 
MEMORATIVE PERFORMANCE  AT  THE 
LYCEUM  THEATRE  OF  "  ATALANTA  IN 
CALYDON,"  APRIL  4,  1911. 

BEFORE  the  portals  of  Proserpina 
I  stand  between  the  living  and  the  dead, 
Bearer  of  laurels  for  the  glorious  head 
Of  him  whose  memory  we  revere  to-day. 
Brief  be  the  tribute  of  my  speech,  unsaid 
The  praise  no  words  of  mine  have  worth  to  say. 
His  own  shall  answer  for  his  fame;  the  play 
Plead,  as  the  Colonean's,  in  his  stead. 

Poet,  upon  thy  mouth  the  swarm  of  bees, 
That  honeyed  Pindar's,  lighted,  and  the  lips 
*Of  Aphrodite's  handmaid  bright  as  gold. 
Now  o'er  thy  tomb  the  ivy  of  Sophocles 
Winds  her  pale  tendrils  tenderly,  and  drips 
Cool  dews  and  soft  thy  sea-wind,  loved  of  old. 

*Peitho  (Persuasion). 
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MY  LADY  OF  DREAMS 

WE  are  riding,  O  Lady  of  Dreams,  through  the 
stars  of  heaven 
On  Chimsera  the  mystical  steed  of  the  moon- 
beam wings. 

Look  back!  See  Orion  behind,  and  the  Sisters  Seven; 
Before  lie  the  Uttermost  Gulf  and  the  Secret  Things; 
Below  us  the  stars  are  as  fisher-lights  over  the  sea, 
And  now  the  vast  whorl  of  the  worlds  is  a  wreath  of 

spray 

Dim  on  the  ocean  of  space.  We  are  dream  to  dream, 
Mingled  and  lost  in  each  other,  an  ecstasy 
Of  infinite  passion.  Our  selves  dissolve  away, 
Grown  one  with  the  innermost  life  of  the  love  supreme. 
One  life  that  has  won  to  the  height,  that  has  gained  the 

goal 
Beyond  the  veil  and  the  vision,  beyond  the  soul. 


20 


ENCHANTMENTS 


RHODODAPHNE 

HOW  shall  it  be  ?  My  passion  is  a  flower, 
A  crimson  rose  to  gather,  if  you  will, 
Heavy  with   night   and   thunder.    See,  the 
shower 

Drips  from  the  drowsy  drooping  petals  still. 
I  said :  the  last  has  withered  on  my  tree. 
And  yet — you  see ! 

Out  of  my  dreams  you  drew  me;  lured  my  soul 
Back  to  the  growth  and  pain  of  life.  And  song 
Your  lips  on  mine  as  with  a  burning  coal 
Lit  in  a  kiss.  I  hate  you  for  this  wrong. 
Is  not  song  sorrow,  and  love  an  ill  to  flee  ? 
Ah,  let  me  be! 

You  will  not  ?  Cast  the  die,  then !  Cast,  and  stake 

My  life,  for  all  my  life  is  on  the  throw ! 

If  love  we  must,  put  forth  your  hand  and  break 

The  rose-stem  from  the  rose-tree :  there  shall  grow 

No  more.  But  yet,  ere  yet  too  late  it  be, 

Love,  set  me  free! 
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SURRENDER 

LI  KE  the  diamond  spark  of  the  morning  star 
When  night  grows  pale 
Love  gleams  in  the  depths  of  thine  eyes  afar 
Through  the  rifted  veil 
Of  thy  cloudy  dreams. 

I  saw  in  the  glint  of  thy  wavy  hair 

His  splendour  shine 

A  moment,  and  now  thy  cheeks  declare 

The  fire  divine 

In  their  rosy  streams. 

It  leaps  from  thy  face  to  mine,  and  flushes 

From  brow  to  chin. 

The  hot  blood  sings  in  my  ears  and  gushes 

With  surge  and  spin 

Through  my  tingling  veins. 

I  lift  up  my  heart  for  thy  fervent  lips 

To  kiss,  my  sweet. 

I  would  lift  up  my  soul,  but  she  swooning  slips 

Down  at  thy  feet, 

And  the  rainbow  stains 

Brighten  and  cloud  on  her  wings  that  close 

And  open  slow, 

As  a  butterfly's  move,  on  the  breast  of  a  rose 

Rocked  to  and  fro 

By  a  crooning  wind. 
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0  star !  0  blossom!  I  faint  for  bliss. 

1  faint  for  thee; 

For  the  kiss  on  my  closed  eyes,  thy  kiss 

In  ecstasy 

That  leaves  me  blind. 

Me  has  love  molten  for  thee  to  mould. 

Ah,  shape  me  fair 

As  the  crown  of  thy  life,  as  a  crown  of  gold 

In  thy  flame-like  hair 

Worn  for  a  sign  ! 

Nay,  rather  my  life  be  a  wind-flower 

Slow  kissed  to  death, 

Petal  by  petal,  on  lips  that  stir 

With  love's  own  breath. 

Dear  life,  take  mine ! 
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THE  LAST  FUTILITY 

ALL  things  weary  and  pass  and  break, 
And  over  all  there  broods  the  fear 
Of  death  that  draweth  ever  near 
To  end  the  game  'twixt  Hell  and  Heaven 
With  Man's  immortal  soul  for  stake. 

Yea,  if  this  be  so,  say  what  then  ? 
For  life  still  worketh  as  a  leaven. 

Even  as  one  who  soweth  seed 
Wide  scattereth  it,  nor  giveth  heed 
Where  each  may  fall,  but  to  the  sun 
And  fruitful  earth  committeth  all, 
Where,  if  one  fail,  another  one 
Doth  greatly  flourish,  so  the  will 
Of  him  who  sowed  is  served  still 
Though  blight  or  rot  some  grains  befall; 
So  is  it  with  the  world-seed  sown 
About  the  fields  of  space.  Shall  none 
Of  all  these  millions  come  to  naught  ? 
This  world  of  ours,  with  evil  fraught, 
Lurks  in  a  tilth  whose  furrows  are 
Thick-sown  with  many  a  blighted  star. 

We  perish  but  to  quicken. 

Aye; 

But  scrannel,  mildewed  in  the  ear. 
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Not  without  reason,  then,  doth  Man 
Himself  disquiet. 

But  in  vain. 

Why  lift  up  hands  to  heaven  and  pray  ? 

Why  strive  with  Fate  ?  The  world  began 

Tainted.  Allow  the  world  its  way. 

Let  dreams  go  by  thee.  What  is  near 

And  now  is  needful.  From  the  rain 

Shelter  thy  head,  and  leave  the  bow 

And  levin  far  to  blaze  or  glow; 

For  threat  nor  promise,  loss  nor  gain 

Shows  in  their  shining. 

And  the  end  ? 

How  to  the  luckless  doth  avail 

That  others  prosper  ?  Is  it  well 

With  Earth  because  her  weal  or  bale 

Is  but  a  speck  imponderable 

Lost  in  the  heap  thrice  sifted  o'er 

That  loads  the  Eternal's  threshing-floor  ? 

If  well  it  be  not,  who  shall  mend  ? 
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PROMETHEUS 

TITAN,  chained  to  the  riven 
Granite,  unsleeping,  a  prey 
For  the  vulture,  long  aeons  ago 
Zeus  from  Olympus  was  driven; 
His  thunder-girt  throne  is  a  grey 
Grim  crag  in  a  desert  of  snow. 

"  Alas,  though  as  stars  at  the  dawn 
Flee,  the  Olympians  have  vanished, 
And  fallen  their  tyrant  supreme, 
Not  for  this  are  my  woes  overworn, 
Nor  the  beak  unappeasable  banished, 
Nor  the  clutch  of  the  talons  a  dream. 

"  Zeus  forged  not  these  fetters,  nor  wrought 
The  rock-clenched  staples  that  link 
My  limbs  to  their  gibbet  sublime, 
The  barriers  builded  of  thought 
Upreared  on  the  ultimate  brink 
Of  existence  and  limits  of  time.'* 

Say,  O  thou  bringer  of  fire, 
Unto  whom  hath  it  tempered  the  wind  ? 
The  envy  of  Heaven  broods  cold 
Over  all.  As  these  peaks  that  aspire, 
With  ice,  so  the  lofty  of  mind 
It  covers  with  hate  from  of  old. 
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Is  there  no  respite  from  toil  ? 

No  growth  but  in  anguish  ?  No  cure 

Save  death  for  the  evil  on  earth  ? 

What  of  thy  secret  to  foil 

The  oppressors  of  man  and  the  sure 

Slow  doom  that  is  born  with  his  birth  ? 

" — That  good  is  engraffed  of  the  curse 
Everlasting  of  travail  and  pain. 
Thought  flags  with  the  fullness  of  bread, 
But  thrives  when  with  Nature  averse 
Man  wrestles,  and  strips  her  to  gain 
Fire,  raiment,  a  roof  for  his  head. 

"And  still  must  I  strive  and  be  strong 

Lest  that  which  is  garnered  be  taken, 

And  wasted  the  wealth  of  the  years. 

Lest  sloth  and  corruption  and  wrong 

Slay  justice,  and  truth  be  forsaken, 

— Truth  bought  with  bloodshedding  and  tears. 

"  I  therefore,  the  spirit  of  man, 
Endure  though  devoted  I  be 
To  the  vulture  of  vengeance  for  food; 
Foreseeing  the  end  which  began 
When  I  ate  of  the  fruit  of  the  tree 
Of  the  knowledge  of  evil  and  good." 
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COMMEMORATION 

H  ARP  of  the  noble  numbers, 
I       1  Far  down  in  the  gulf  of  slumbers 
V^_>/  Is  thy  music  heard  to-day  ? 
Has  thy  spirit  of  Lethe  drunken  ? 
Is  thy  life  to  a  shadow  shrunken 
In  the  realm  of  Proserpina  ? 

Dim  glimmers  her  glassy  river 
Through  willows  that  shed  for  ever 
Grey  leaves  on  the  waveless  stream. 
And  ever  a  soft  wind,  sifting 
The  poplar  leaves,  goes  drifting 
Like  a  weak  and  wounded  dream. 

The  ghost  of  a  moon  in  heaven 
Hangs  low,  and  the  star  of  even 
Has  kindled  a  lonely  spark 
O'er  the  shell-white  walls  of  her  palace 
That  shine  down  the  pleached  alleys 
Like  foam  on  the  cliffs  in  the  dark. 

From  asphodel-tufted  meadows 
And  the  pallid  and  musky  shadows 
Of  lilac  and  jasmine  bowers 
The  singers  of  old  time  sleeping 
Arise,  and  in  clouds  come  sweeping 
With  the  shimmer  of  moonlit  showers. 
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Flung  wide  in  silvery  splendour 

Free  way  do  the  great  doors  render 

For  all  to  the  banquet  spread. 

Is  it  dream  within  dream  ?  Who  knoweth  ? 

But  lo,  as  a  fire-flare  gloweth 

Life  kindles  among  the  dead. 

It  flushes  in  carmine  colour 

On  lip  and  on  cheek  grown  fuller: 

It  flashes  from  lifted  eyes: 

It  flows  through  her  presence-chamber 

In  billows  of  rose  and  amber 

And  ripples  of  diamond  dyes. 

The  floor  is  a  crystal  mirror; 
From  under  it  yawns  the  terror 
Of  infinite  star-strewn  space; 
It  gleams  as  an  irised  prism 
Filmed  over  the  black  abysm 
As  ice  on  a  tarn's  dead  face. 

Now  the  stars  and  the  constellations 
Forsake  their  ranks  and  stations 
And  rise  through  the  deeps  below, 
Till  faster  and  ever  faster 
Up  the  columns  of  alabaster 
In  gemlike  swarms  they  go. 

They  mount  in  the  shafts  like  bubbles, 

And  round  in  the  volute  doubles 

They  circle  and  float  away; 

And  their  streams  go  eddying,  whirling 

Through  the  smoke  of  the  incense  curling, 

To  the  measure  the  harpers  play, 
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As  the  praise  of  his  days  undaunted 
By  the  scarlet  ranks  is  chaunted 
— His  life-days  told  and  sped. 
And  the  purple  choirs  replying 
Sing:  Honour  and  fame  undying 
Unto  thee  from  us,  the  dead ! 

As  a  storm  o'er  the  ocean  charges 
To  shock  with  the  Titan  marges 
Of  the  unbreached  cliffs,  and  high 
From  the  sheer  walls  flung,  recoiling 
Leaps,  and  the  surges  boiling 
In  spindrift  streamers  fly, 

So  the  songs,  majestic,  solemn, 
Break  measure.  Each  pearly  column 
By  the  crested  waves  of  sound 
Is  shaken:  the  music  seething 
Swirls  over  the  gem-lights  wreathing 
The  dome's  stupendous  round. 

Then  the  song  sinks  low,  and  the  lustres 

Shed  the  flames  of  their  star-tipped  clusters 

In  flakes  of  violet  gloom. 

And  the  life  in  the  phantom  faces 

Wanes,  grey  as  the  lichened  traces 

On  a  wind-swept  empty  tomb. 


ENCHANTMENTS 


LASSITUDE 

I  A  M  weary  and  fain  to  rest 
By  the  river  of  full  forgetting. 
Far  as  the  East  from  West, 
As  the  rising  sun  from  the  setting, 
I  would  leave  this  life  behind. 

I  would  lay  me  down  by  thy  stream 
In  the  mauve-grey  twilight  sleeping 

0  Lethe,  river  of  dream. 

1  stumble;  with  watch  and  weeping 
Mine  eyes  in  the  light  are  blind. 

My  body  is  numb  to  delight, 
And  my  spirit  to  love  and  beauty. 
There  is  no  ease  in  the  night; 
And  day  with  its  burden  of  duty 
Crushes  me  down  in  the  mire. 

As  a  wounded  beast  will  crawl 
Alone  to  the  dark  for  cover, 
To  lurk  out  of  reach  of  all 
Till  the  piteous  hour  be  over 
And  the  poor  dumb  life  expire, 

So,  ever  withdrawn  more  deep 

From  the  captains'  shouts  and  the  thunder 

Like  a  dying  dog  I  creep, 

One  more  of  the  host  gone  under, 

The  beaten,  the  fugitive. 
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It  is  bitter  to  own  defeat, 
To  have  suffered  in  vain  and  striven, 
To  have  given  life  for  the  meat, 
And  the  body  for  raiment  given. 
How  say  ye  ?  Is  this  to  live  ? 

Is  life  in  itself  the  prize 

Life  wrests  ?  In  the  womb  that  quickens 

Already  what  victories 

Are  won  by  the  born  that  sickens 

And  dies  in  futility ! 

And  seeing  how  myriad  lives 
Must  perish  but  one  to  nourish, 
All  life,  if  it  but  survives, 
Perchance  may  be  held  to  flourish. 
Is  existence  victory  ? 

I  care  not,  I  fain  would  rest 

By  the  river  of  long  forgetting. 

Far  as  the  East  from  the  West 

As  the  rising  moon  from  the  setting 

I  would  flee  from  thought  and  its  fretting. 
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ALL  IN  VAIN 

AS  a  child  on  the  sea-sand  playing 
Brings  pebble  and  weed  and  shell 
To  the  mother  whose  thought  is  weighing 
With  the  weights  of  Heaven  and  Hell 
The  future  that  lies  before, 
As  she  sits  on  the  wrinkled  shore; 
And  she  smiles  at  his  eager  glee 
A  moment,  then  out  to  sea 
Her  care-drawn  eyes  go  straying — 

And  the  child's  laugh  dies,  and  the  pleasure 

Which  lightened  his  face  grows  dim. 

How  should  he  know  that  the  treasure 

That  seems  so  rich  to  him 

Is  nothing  to  her,  who  sees 

Not  even  the  child  at  her  knees, 

But  a  vision  of  destiny, 

The  pitiless  years  that  flee, 

The  spindle,  the  shears,  and  the  measure  ? 

Alas !  And  I  come  to  you  bringing 
My  mutable  moods  and  fancies, 
Shell- tunes  that  my  heart  is  singing, 
Faint  echoes  of  old  romances, 
— Ah,  music  that  charmed  of  old, 
How  feeble  it  rings,  and  cold ! — 
And  the  flicker  of  passing  thought 
That  is  gone  ere  the  word  be  caught, 
Frayed  hopes  like  the  sea-weed  clinging. 
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You  listen.  Ah,  smile  so  tender, 

And  voice  like  the  wild-dove's  cooing ! 

Soft,  soft — and  my  heart's  surrender 

Goes  on  to  my  life's  undoing. 

And  well  were  it,  well,  could  I 

Expire  in  a  kiss,  in  a  sigh, 

Even  now.  Very  sweet  were  death 

From  your  lips  that  should  draw  my  breath 

To  the  fire  of  your  heart  and  the  splendour. 

Then — into  your  eyes  comes  stealing 
That  desolate  look,  the  gaze 
Afar,  withdrawn,  appealing 
From  to-day  to  the  bygone  days. 
Your  fingers  on  mine  their  hold 
Slacken;  my  heart  feels  cold. 
And  slowly  the  flame  of  passion 
Sinks  down  into  embers  ashen, 
Light-quenched  by  your  soul's  revealing. 

So  I,  who  would  strip  high  Heaven 
Of  stars  for  your  brow's  adorning, 
And  robe  you  in  rose  of  even 
And  the  silvery  sheen  of  morning, 
Awake  to  truth  and  perceive 
Unlovely  the  weeds  I  weave, 
A  pebble  each  thought  that  appears 
To  glisten  since  wet  with  tears, 
And  dross  the  best  I  have  given. 
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MY  LAD  Y  OF  PASSION 

EVE  falls  slow  as  the  dew.   How  the  roses 
smoulder 
Like  failing  fires  in  the  dusk  as  the  flagrant 

West 

Passionate  burns  to  death,  and  the  air  breathes  colder, 
Cold  as  the  pain  that  flutters  and  grips  my  breast! 
Why  am  I  desolate  ?  Surely  her  arms  last  night 
Were  round  me  here  on  my  couch  where  the  cushions 

yet 

Bear  the  sweet  print  of  her  body.  And  see — a  hair ! 
The  silent  and  shining  witness  to  past  delight. 
Behold  on  the  pillow  a  stain  where  her  eyes  grown  wet 
With  joy  overflowing  have  moistened  and  flecked  it 

there. 
For  her  sake  has  my  strength  been  broken,  my  life  been 

shed. 

For  her  sake  ?  For  the  mould  of  her  form  in  an  empty 
bed! 
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ON  THE  HEIGHTS 

He. 

TELL  me,  sweet,  shall  I  woo  you  in  tender  song  ? 
Mask  the  moan  of  love  in  a  soft  refrain  ? 
Muffle  the  heart's  loud  beat,  and  the  eyes  that 

long 
Veil  lest  ever  your  own  behold  their  pain  ? 

She. 

Bid  song  break  on  my  heart  in  a  surge  of  fire; 
Loose  love's  hands,  and  his  eyes  and  lips  set  free; 
Roll  life  up  in  one  billow  of  swift  desire 
White  with  foam  of  passion  for  me,  for  me ! 

He. 

See  love  speed  as  a  storm-wind  over  the  deep, 
Over  and  under  him  thunder  and  flame  and  foam; 
Sudden  his  sword  leaps  out  as  the  lightnings  leap. 
Come  to  my  arms,  to  my  lips,  for  the  hour  has  come. 

She. 

Shakes  my  soul  as  an  oak  in  the  mountain  wind; 
Thrills  my  body  and  all  the  senses  reel. 
Kiss  me  again — my  mouth — while  your  hands  unbind 
My  hair.  Ah,  warm  as  kisses  your  fingers  steal ! 

He. 

Is  love  so  cold,  sweet  woman,  that  trembles  so 
Like  flickering  flame  your  body  of  fire  and  snow  ? 
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Say  what  can  I  suffer  or  do  for  your  dear  delight  ? 
Deep  in  my  flesh  I  would  feel  your  white  teeth  bite — 
Pain  tense  as  the  passion  that  flutters  your  eyelids 
when 

She. 

Dear,  shall  I  kill  you  with  kisses,  and  then — and  then 
Yield  you  life  back  in  a  last  supreme  embrace  ? 

He. 

0  fair,  0  sweet,  our  spirits  are  face  to  face, 

Aye,  closer  than  flesh  to  flesh,  though  our  arms  be 

twined. 
Do  you  love  me  now  ? 

She. 
My  lover ! 

He. 

The  song  that  pined, 

The  hope  that  sickened,  the  passion  afraid  to  speak, 
Are  these  forgiven  me  yet  ? 

She. 

But  kiss  my  cheek ! 
How  can  I  answer,  so,  with  lips  held  fast  ? 

He. 

Well? 

She. 
Even  the  woman  who  loves  you  forgives  at  last. 
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THE  ABYSS 

IN  the  night,  in  the  hot  night,  my  bosom  for  your 
own 
Craves,  crazed  with  long  desire. 
My  veins  throb  and  each  nerve  thrills  like  a  singing 

wire. 

I  would  that,  flesh  and  bone, 
Your  passion  might  consume  me  and  devour. 

Ah  the  night,  ah  the  long  night  when  round  me  wind 

and  crawl 

Visions,  and  each  a  snake, 
A  Lamia  lithe  and  venomous.  I  strive  to  break 
Their  coils,  and  fall 
Back  helpless,  rapt  and  ravished,  in  their  power. 

All  the  night,  all  the  black  night  I  would  your  grip 

were  fierce. 

I  would  my  heart  were  crushed 
Hard,  hard,  till  all  my  life  to  the  last  drop  had  gushed. 
I  would  your  kiss  could  pierce 
Beyond  life's  self,  and  all  my  soul  deflower. 
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BITTER  SWEET 

LET  me  lie  in  your  arms.  Let  me  hide  for  a  space 
From  the  fret  of  the  world  and  the  jar  and  the 
din. 

Spread  the  cloud  of  your  hair  as  I  bury  my  face 
'  Twixt  your  bosom  and  chin. 

I  am  tired  to  the  heart.  All  I  crave  is  to  lie 

Very  still,  covered  over  away  out  of  sight. 

Droop  the  wings  of  your  love,  that  were  soaring  so  high, 

Till  they  shelter  me  quite.  ^ 

Close  nestle  my  lips  in  the  curve  of  your  throat 
Where  sweet  fragrances  dwell  as  of  amber,  or  seem 
As  the  scent  of  the  moon-coloured  lilies  that  float 
On  the  waters  of  dream. 

0  passionate  heart,  that  you  loved  me  I  know 
By  the  scar  of  the  sword  and  the  scorch  of  the  fire, 
For  what  else  could  have  wounded  and  wasted  me  so 
Save  a  woman's  desire  ? 

But  I  knew  not  your  love  could  be  tender  as  he, 
Thanatosof  the  Ephesus  column,  who  saith: 
Would  ye  rest  from  your  labours  ?  Come  hither  to  me, 

1  am  merciful  death. 

Thus  I  see  him,  a  beautiful  youth,  as  he  stands, 
Heavy-pinioned,  and  girt  with  a  sword.  But  his  face 
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Is  as  gentle  as  sleep's,  and  his  beckoning  hands 
As  the  hands  of  a  Grace. 

Hush !  The  music — you  hear  it? — the  wail  of  the 

strings; 

Ah  the  viols,  the  viols  that  mourn  and  bemoan 
All  the  sadness,  the  passion,  the  pity  of  things 
That  are  over  and  done ! 

Oh  loose  me  not!  Free  me  not!  Hold  me  and  bind, 
As  the  son  of  Laertes  was  chained  to  the  mast 
Till  the  song  of  the  sirens  died  down  on  the  wind 
To  a  sigh  from  the  past. 
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ISOLATION 

WITHOUT,  the  south-wind  sprinkles  rain 
Perfumed  with  odours  of  the  spring; 
Against  the  streaming  window-pane 
I  watch  the  quick  drops  pattering, 
And  desolate  I  feel  again. 

Lonely,  for  though  in  passion's  wine 

Was  pledged  our  love,  and  then  the  cup, 

Brimmed  over  with  the  anodyne 

Of  joy  fulfilled,  we  lifted  up, 

Your  drinking  lips  laid  close  to  mine — 

Alas,  no  herb  therein  was  mixed 
To  change  our  natures  or  set  free; 
And  ever  yawns  the  great  gulf  fixed, 
Not  to  be  crossed  by  you  and  me. 
The  stars  have  narrower  space  betwixt ! 

Something,  I  know  not  what,  we  miss 

As  though  life  rose,  a  crystal  screen 

Dividing  us  who  strive  to  kiss 

But  only  blur  the  glass  between, 

As  my  breath  dims  the  day  through  this. 

Ah,  pardon  me  who  but  complain 
As  an  aeolian  harp  that  sings 
Lamenting  music,  while  the  rain 
Weeps  over  all  life-weary  things 
Raised  up  by  spring  to  life  again. 
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THE  COST 

LOVE,  were  my  love  for  you  less 
Hard  to  be  borne, 
If  the  thought  of  your  smile,  your  caress, 
Were  a  rose  without  thorn, 
Say,  would  you  care  for  me  more  ? 

Think  you  my  passion  has  waned  ? 

Why  should  my  heart 

Fret  over  pleasure  refrained, 

Smoulder  and  smart, 

If  life  could  be  lived  as  before  ? 

Why  long  and  yet  loathe  to  be  free, 

Believe  you  and  doubt  you, 

If  equal  were  living  to  me 

With  or  without  you  ? 

Not  so,  and  you  know  it  too  well. 

Sombre  my  soul  is  and  strange, 

Lonely  of  mood; 

In  rest  seeking  ever  for  change, 

For  evil  in  good; 

In  heaven  perverse,  as  in  hell. 

Afar  from  you  sad,  in  your  arms 

Unquiet,  unsated; 

Risking  all,  yet  a  prey  to  alarms, 

Winning  all,  nor  elated 

For  fear  I  may  lose  you,  my  sweet. 
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Yet,  dear,  I  have  loved  in  the  deed 

That  seemed  to  belie, 

In  silence  too  wistful  to  plead, 

In  halting  reply, 

In  joy  I  forebore  to  entreat. 

Ah  me !  Was  it  truth  that  I  spoke 

Then  at  the  first  ? 

"  Passion  is  goad  too  and  yoke, 

Hyssop  and  thirst, 

Jealousy,  anguish  and  hate. 

"  Why  should  I  offer  the  strings 

Of  my  heart  for  a  lyre  ? 

Why  shrivel  life's  beautiful  things 

In  the  flame  of  desire  ? 

Why  hazard  the  springes  of  Fate  ?" 

Answer  me  you  that  are  wise ! 

Oh,  fair  is  your  face, 

And  the  Cyprian  shines  in  your  eyes 

And  fulfils  with  her  grace 

Your  body.  Yet  women  there  be 

More  loving,  I  think,  and  as  fair 

Perhaps,  and  of  mind 

Deep,  sweet,  as  a  Me"lisande  air 

In  ears  of  the  blind — 

Why  seem  they  your  echoes  to  me  ? 

My  dreams  you  have  driven  afar, 
My  soul  from  her  throne. 
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In  the  night-time  through  gulfs  without  star 

She  wanders  alone, 

Lost,  lost  as  a  leaf  in  the  trees 

Of  a  world-wide  wood,  as  abeam 

In  the  bottomless  deep, 

As  the  ruffle  of  wind  on  a  stream, 

As  a  spark  in  its  leap, 

As  a  wave  on  the  waste  of  the  seas. 

Yet,  were  it  given  to  choose 

Over  again 

To  love  you  and  maybe  to  lose, 

Or  else  to  refrain, 

Possessing  my  soul  as  my  own — 

Who  knows  ?  You  remember  the  tale 

Of  a  monk  on  a  day 

Who,  feeling  the  faith  in  him  fail, 

Left  his  brethren  to  pray 

Unto  God  in  the  woodland  alone, 

Saying,  Lord,  with  despair  I  have  striven, 

And  vainly,  alas! 

For  albeit  my  soul  shall  be  shriven 

And,  pardoned,  I  pass 

Through  the  Gates  of  the  City  of  Gold, 

What  vision  transcendent,  what  joy, 
Lord,  can  endure 
For  ever  and  clog  not  nor  cloy, 
Being  changeless  and  sure, 
Unmeasured,  unsought  for,  unsold  ? 
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Sudden  the  song  of  a  bird 

Rang  in  his  ear; 

And  as  though  in  one  mystical  word 

All  wisdom  lay  clear, 

So  thrilled  in  each  note  of  the  strain 

All  music.  Eternity  seemed 

In  a  flash  to  distil 

To  a  moment  of  rapture  undreamed ; 

Then  the  singing  was  still, 

And  our  Brother  a  mortal  again. 

But  the  years  of  that  moment  were  seven ; 

Aye,  seven  years  long 

His  soul  through  the  stresses  of  heaven 

Had  swept  with  the  song 

Like  a  flake  in  the  whirl  of  the  snows. 


Did  he,  think  you,  come  to  regret 
The  years  forfeit  as  lost  ? 
And  I  then  ?  I  love  you,  and  yet 
Shall  I  ponder  the  cost 
Of  my  paradise,  darling  ? 

Who  knows  ? 
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A  VISION 

see  the  black-green  cypresses 
Again,  the  foot-worn  marble  path 
Between  them  glimmering  in  the  glooms. 


The  windless  air  of  silences 

Was  brimming,  and  the  dusk  a  bath 

Wherein  the  stars  dissolved  perfumes. 

Ages  had  passed  since  first  we  trod 
That  paven  alley.  Nay,  meseemed 
It  lay  behind  us,  as  before, 

Endless.  The  mercy  of  a  god 
Compassionless  and  cold,  I  deemed, 
Had  left  us  here  for  evermore 

To  wander  onward  listlessly 
Together,  neither  grieved  nor  glad, 
Remote  from  hope  as  from  despair; 

Though  still  Love's  phantom  restlessly 
Haunted  our  empty  hearts  that  had 
Grown  blanched  as  leaves  in  lightless  air. 

So  paced  we  dumbly  side  by  side 
Till  in  your  eyes,  remembering, 
Thought  kindled  like  a  star  that  thrills 
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To  life  when  even's  lingering  tide 
Ebbs,  and  the  red  moon,  foundering, 
Lies  stranded  on  the  western  hills. 

Out  of  her  trance  in  some  lone  place — 
I  know  not  where — far  off  and  deep, 
My  soul  rose  up  and  gained  release. 

I  touched  you.  Slowly  from  your  face 
The  will  sank  wavering  down  in  sleep 
As  sinks  a  coin  through  glassy  seas. 


I  know  the  cypressed  alley  lies, 
Like  time  across  eternity, 
Endless  before  us  as  behind; 

And  never  shall  I  see  your  eyes 

Again,  though  they  should  wake  and  see; 

For  with  long  watching  mine  are  blind. 
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MIRAGE 

FAR,  far  behind  are  my  childhood's  meadows 
Where  the  elms  watch  ever  their  wheeling 
shadows 

Stretch  and  shrink, 

And  the  rivulets  with  their  water-cresses, 
And  hedgerows  hung  with  the  bindweed  tresses 
White  and  pink. 

Near  the  high-banked  ditch  where  the  elder's  shade  is, 

And  the  lady-fern  and  the  lords-and-ladies 

Find  a  home, 

How  oft  I  crawled  in  my  lonely  rambles 

To  a  nook  in  the  thicket  of  dog-rose  brambles 

In  dream  to  roam. 

With  Shelley  I  circled  the  ice-mailed  mountains, 

And  dived  through  the  shimmer  of  foamy  fountains 

Beside  Undine. 

In  a  magical  ring  as  I  slept  unwary, 

I  was  carried  to  the  land  of  fairy 

Gold  and  green. 

Or  aloft  I  soared  through  the  ports  of  thunder 
Flame-grilled,  and  the  blue  winds  washing  under 
The  walls  divine; 

Then  headlong  down  from  the  cope  I  flung  me: 
So  swift  was  my  plunge  that  the  sunblaze  stung  me 
And  seethed  like  brine ! 
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Antigone  loved  me,  and,  linked  together 

We  died,  and  soft  as  a  rain-drenched  feather 

Down  night's  abyss 

I  sank,  in  the  asphodel  meads  to  waken, 

My  head  on  her  bosom,  my  heart's  ache  taken 

Kiss  by  kiss. 

O  sceptral  lily,  0  pearly  pinion 

Of  Gabriel  visions,  your  white  dominion 

Has  passed  away. 

And  the  child's  warm  heart  and  his  trust  unfaded, 

And  the  boy's  fresh  face  and  his  thoughts  unjaded, 

Where  are  they  ? 


The  very  heavens  are  parching  dry ! 
I  plod  the  shadeless,  empty  land. 
The  hard  horizons  endlessly 
Recede  before  me ;  close  at  hand 
My  shadow  glides  along  the  sand. 

So  must  I  journey  till  I  die. 

No  rest,  no  respite,  no  release! 
Only  at  times  a  stupor  comes 
Down  on  my  dizzy  brain,  and  numbs 
The  senses  into  deadly  peace 
A  little  while;  then  something  breaks 
Behind  mine  eyes. 

My  thoughts  are  snakes ! 
I  see  them,  see  them  as  they  crawl, 
Ash-coloured,  through  the  desert  dust. 
They  leave  behind  them  little  wakes 
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That  hiss.  When  all  are  gone,  when  all 
My  brain  is  empty  of  their  brood 
I'll  draw  oblivion  like  a  hood 
Over  my  face. 

Ah,  sleep  is  good 

If  no  dread  dreams  infest  it.  Just 
To  sleep  for  ever — can  there  be 
A  blissf  uller  eternity  ? 

What  life  is  conscious,  save  it  aches  ? 


A  cool,  sweet  air  mine  eyelids  fans 
Tenderly  as  a  loving  breath. 
The  rhythm  of  the  downy  vans 
Of  Slumber  as  he  wandereth 
In  twilight  over  poppies  white 
Is  not  more  languorous  and  calm. 

I  hear  the  rustling  of  a  palm. 

Is  it  the  sound  of  water  flowing, 
Flowing  like  a  melody 
Rippled  by  the  night  wind  blowing 
Through  broken  moonlight  fitfully 
Down  avenues  moss-carpeted  ? 

* '  Love,  welcome  home  at  last !"  She  said. 

Asleep  or  waking,  live  or  dead — 
I  know  not  which  I  be,  nor  care; 
Only,  as  one  in  a  trance,  to  rise 
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I  long,  yet  fear;  nor  even  dare 
To  lift  the  eyelids  of  mine  eyes 
Lest  she  should  not  be  there. 

Not  there  ?  To  mine  her  sweet  lips  clung 

A  moment,  then  her  arms  she  flung 

Around  me,  and  her  beating  bosom, 

Bud  and  blossom, 

Pillowed  on  my  breast. 

"  Look  up,  dear  love,  behold  our  home," 

She  sighed—"  the  haven  of  our  rest." 

And  I  beheld  a  marble  dome 

Float  like  a  bubble  of  the  foam 

White  on  the  gloaming  violet  air. 

A  globed  pearl,  it  glimmers,  yea 

As  if  all  pearls  that  ever  lay 

In  ocean  were  dissolved  in  one. 

The  last  rays  of  the  sinking  sun 
Flash,  mirrored  from  the  brazen  jar 
The  water-bearer  dips  and  swings 
Up  to  her  shoulder.  Low  she  sings, 
Crooning  a  languid,  droning  tune 
Not  ever  done  nor  yet  begun ; 
And  in  her  hair  a  nenuphar 
Droops,  waxen  as  a  faded  moon. 
Her  tinkling  silver  ankle-rings 
Twinkle  like  spirit  signallings 
From  star  to  passing  star. 

The  window-sill  of  cloudy  jade 
With  jasponyx  and  sard  inlaid 
Where  we  two  lean,  high,  dizzy-high, 
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Up  the  sheer  wall  whose  masonry 
Leaps  from  the  river  far  beneath, 
The  threshold  seems  of  life  and  death. 

"  '  Twixt  life  and  death  there  lies  a  space 

Beyond  their  reign. 

And  for  one  hour  this  fall  of  day 

1  Tis  ours  to  wander  in,  and  feign 

To  love  the  old,  sweet,  earthly  way, 

And  bear  the  old  sweet  pain.'* 

And  after? 

"  Night  and  slumber  deep." 
Together  ? 

"  Nay,  yet  side  by  side 
Beneath  yon  dome  across  the  tide." 

0  little  sifted  dust,  0  spark 

Gone  out,  what  monuments  to  mark 

Your  vanishing! 

"Like  dreams  we  pass. 
We  fleet,  vain  shadows,  o'er  the  glass 
Of  Time,  pursuing  dreams.  O  Taj, 
Say — is  not  love  the  last  mirage  ?" 
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SERENADE 

THROUGH  the  limpid  darkness 
Stars  and  moon 
Waver,  swaying  slowly 
To  my  tune. 
All  the  oleanders, 
Rustling,  sigh 
While  the  stream  of  music 
Pulses  by. 

Quietly  your  casement 
Opens.  Hark! 
1  Tis  my  music  drifting 
Through  the  dark, 
Like  a  scent  suffusing 
All  the  gloom, 
Swept  aloft  and  floating 
Through  your  room. 

On  your  heart  the  charm  is  : 

Blurred  with  tears 

Grow  the  eyes  that  mocked  me 

All  these  years. 

Flee  my  song  enchanted ! 

It  can  wring, 

Wring  your  very  spirit, 

Burn  and  cling. 
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Weep,  if  weeping  ease  you ; 

Mine  is  done. 

All  my  tears  have  fallen, 

Every  one. 

Weep,  Of  air,  O  fairest! 

Does  the  spell 

Waste  the  heart  within  you  ? 

Love,  farewell ! 
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BY    THE    SAME    AUTHOR. 
"DRAMATIC    LYRICS."     35.  6d.  net. 

"Mr  Gurdon's  'Dramatic  Lyrics'  show  scholarship, 
a  fine  ear  for  harmonies,  and  a  luxuriant  fancy.  .  .  . 
His  lyrics  are  not  the  thin-drawn  academical  exercises 
we  are  too  familiar  with,  but  the  work  of  a  man  who 
can  think  and  feel."— THE  SPECTATOR. 

"It  is  not  a  time  for  a  poet  of  his  real  gifts  to  worry 
with  the  old  names  of  Greece.  He  should  turn  more 
decidedly  to  his  own  days.  .  .  .  In  lyric  emphasis,  in 
descriptive  ability  and  in  brainwork  Mr  Gurdon  is  one 
of  our  most  promising  poets." — PALL  MALL 
GAZETTE. 

"We  are  struck  with  the  extreme  thoughtful  grace  of 
his  style,  and  by  his  ease  and  delicacy  in  difficult 
rhythms."— DAILY  NEWS. 

"His  verses  show  a  rich  and  full  music."— THE 
ACADEMY. 

"That  intangible  something  which  we  all  recognize  as 
the  spirit  of  poetry  breathes  through  the  verses  of 
the  volume  which  lies  before  us."— WESTERN 
MORNING  NEWS. 

"Mr  Gurdon  has  a  command  of  his  instrument,  a 
tunefulness,  and  a  variety  of  harmony  which  lift  him 
at  once  out  of  the  ruck  of  latter-day  makers  of  verse. 
He  has  imagination  also  .  .  .  and  he  has  dramatic 
instinct."— THE  ATHENAEUM. 
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"We  have  waited  long  for  the  arrival  of  a  poet,  and  at 
last  a  poet  has  arrived.  .  .  .  The  melody  of  his  verse 
is  most  beautiful,  and  as  we  read  the  temptation  to 
read  aloud  becomes  irresistible,  so  that  we  may  hear 
the  music  of  the  harmonious  vowels.  Mr  Gurdon  has 
also  cast  much  of  his  work  in  forms  which  are  as  new 
as  they  are  delightful/'— THE  PUBLISHER  AND 
BOOKSELLER. 

"Mr  Gurdon's  'Dramatic  Lyrics'  deserve  to  win 
attention  as  an  example  of  verse  which  is  admirably 
subtle  in  tuneful  rhythm,  but  does  not  surrender,  in 
exchange  for  this  comparatively  easy  acquisition, 
either  the  genuine  exercise  of  imaginative  thought  or 
that  indispensable  quality  of  the  poet  which  a  great 
critic  translated  as  'high  seriousness."' — 

OUTLOOK. 


"ERINNA,    A    TRAGEDY." 

"This  is  an  excellent  piece  of  work,  as  full  of  promise 
as  anything  we  have  seen  for  some  time ;  worthy  to  be 
ranked  with  Mr  Swinburne's  'Atalanta  in  Calydon'; 
to  be  put,  that  is  if  we  may  use  an  academical  expres- 
sion, in  the  same  class,  though  not  in  the  same  division. 
.  .  .  About  the  dramatic  power  of  'Erinna,'  con- 
structed as  it  is  according  to  the  strictest  canon  of  the 
unities,  there  can  be  no  question.  The  treatment,  too, 
is  austere  in  its  abstinence  from  all  modern,  i.e.,  non- 
classical  treatment.  .  .  .  He  shows  powers  which  he 
may  well  use  hereafter  to  compel  the  world  to  listen." 
—THE  SPECTATOR. 

"A  poet  of  remarkable  promise."— THE  PILOT. 

"The  stately  exaltation  of  the  dramatic  dialogue 
through  which  this  fable  is  unfolded  cannot  be  well 
exhibited  in  any  brief  citation,  nor  is  the  melodious 
richness  of  the  lyrical  passages  any  less  remarkable ; 
and  the  play,  as  a  whole,  is  an  example  of  cultured 
Hellenism  in  English  which  cannot  but  interest  and 
impress  every  lover  of  refined  poetry  who  considers  it." 
—THE  SCOTSMAN. 

"Mr  Gurdon  has  written  a  fine  play.  It  is  full  of 
beautiful  passages,  which  go  to  prove  that  the  purest 
spirit  of  poetry  is  still  unquenched,  and  is  moving 
among  us."— THE  GLASGOW  HERALD. 

"Mr  Gurdon's  tragedy  is  not  wanting  in  power  or 
poetry,  though  it  has  some  rugged  wording  and  some 
jerky  metre."— MORNING  POST. 
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"If,  as  we  imagine,  this  is  the  first  lyrical  drama  by 
Mr.  Gurdon,  it  is  a  most  remarkable  performance. 
Metrically,  it  is  unsurpassed  since  'Atalanta,'  with 
rare  exceptions.  There  is  no  doubt  at  all  that  here  is  a 
master  of  rhythm  and  rhyme."— WEEKLY 
CRITICAL  REVIEW. 

Cloth  8vo.,  35.  6d.  net. 
Erskine  MacDonald,  17  Surrey  Street,  London,  W.C. 
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An  Ode  of  Immortality,  by  RONALD  CAMPBELL 
MACFIE.     Vellum  wrappers.     25.  net. 
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An  anthology  of  German  Poetry,  selected  and  translated 
by  M.  E.  EVEREST.     Crown  8vo.     33.  6d.  net. 

THE  DREAMING  ANTINOUS  AND 
OTHER  POEMS 

By  K.  EVEREST.     Demy  8vo.     Boards,  2s.  6d.  net. 
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Publisher's  Notice. 

Owing  to  the  continued  exceptional  demand  for 
SONGS  IN  WILTSHIRE, 
POEMS  IN  WILTSHIRE, 
by  Alfred  Williams, 

published  at  55.  net  and  35.  6d.  net  respectively,  the  price 
of  each  volume  has  been  raised  to  JS.  6d.  net. 

The  Times:  "  Wonder  and  astonishment  are  great  words  with  great 
associations.  But  there  are  few  men  living  in  England  to-day  of  whom 
they  can  be  more  fairly  used,  in  their  most  exact  and  literal  sense,  than 
of  Mr  Alfred  Williams.  .  .  .  The  impression  made  by  his  poems  is  that 
of  a  man  whose  life  is  lived  in  a  world  where  the  prizes  are  things  not 
measurable  by  the  scales  used  in  the  camps  of  capital  and  labour.  .  .  . 
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